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P. Afk you what Provocation I have had ? 
The ftrong Antipathy of Good to Bad. 
When Truth or Virtue an Affront endures, 
Th' Affront is mine, my Friend, and fhou'd be yours. 
Mine, as a Friend toev'ry worthy Mind 
And mine, as Man, who feel for all Mankind. 

R You're ftrangely proud. — P. So proud, I am no SI^vc,-) 
So impudent, I own myfelf no Knave, , I 

So odd, my Country's Ruin makes me grave. j 

Yes, I am proud; I muft be proud to fee 
Men not afraid ofGod^ afraid of me: 
Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 
Yet touch'd and iham'd by Ridicule alone. 

Pop£'s Epilogue to his Satires. Dial. IL 
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A. 



YjC TELL, Theorift,— ma/fl thou not fail to find. 



The balmy Vifions of a dreaming Mind : 
Be fniitlefs antiquated Virtue thine. 
Let D ' /, and Royal Smiles be mine. ^ 



B. Haft thou the Honour to be Britain % Son, 
And canft thou with fuch Arguments be won ? 
But e*er thou fixeft, pray, confider well. 
Let not thy Head againft thy Heart rebel. 
For me, tho* my Endeavours may be late, 
FU ftill aflert the Freedom of our State; 
Though evVy Wretch is lick of being firee. 
The dire O)ntagion mall not light on me \ A 

B / 
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: horrid Projed fhall 
fliall not all be Slave; 



A. If all your patriotic Efforts fail, 
And lawlefs B — £y and Anarchy prevail ; 



By fleering thus inflexibly your Courfe, 

« 

Thus by oppofing Feeblenefs to Force, 
Nought to your Country fure you can propofe. 
And only to yourfelf a Train of Woes. 



B, The Individual I'll, at prefent, wave> 
And for our Country your Attention crave. 

Bolder, and bolder tho' Corruption draws 
" More fliill, and raOre their Majefty from Laws, 
Yet while a Particle of Hope remains. 
Let other ChurchiW^ wake their gen'rous Strains ; 
Let honeft EngliJJjmen ward off Defpair, 
Nor of their Country drop the pious Care* 



In better Times, when in the State's Machine 
The juft Efteds of Government were feen ; 
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When Freedom's adive, all-preferving Spring 
Infpired, alike, the Cobler, and the King ; 
In thofe now gcNme, but memorable Days, 
No Fear there was that from its noble Bafe 
The Conftitution of the Realm ihould fly. 
Though one perverted Member ftept awry. 



But Politics wear now a darker Hue, 
The Social CompaSf% almofl to renew ; 
Community's difcordant Hinges jar. 
And wage more dreadful than of Arms a War, 
One MonfleTy more unnat'ral than the reft. 
Although with Britain^ richeft Favours bleft. 
Wants cvVy upright Sentiment, or quells, 
Againft his Country, and his King rebels. 
Breaks ev'ry Shoot of genuine Englijh Worth, 
With heavy Inimdations from the North. 
And (horrid but to think I) what ftill is worfc. 
As of our Crimes he were God\ chofen Curfe ; 
To him from Hell to ftay, methinks 'tis given. 
Till every Patriot is difpatch'd to Heaven. 



4 TheCONSTITU EN T S. 

In fuch a Situation much depends 
Whither each private Refolution tends ; 
If to be Free is yet one's genVous Aim, 
Or for low Purpofes to quench the Flame. 
One Vote may hailen England' % haplefs Doom^ 
One Vote again may bid her Glories bloom. 



^ 



If you examine, in the human Frame, . 
The Cafe I've urg'd, as very much the fame. 
Beats your Heart ftrong, and is your Body hale ? 
Shocks, e'en tho' rude, in vain the Man aflail ; 
Soon rough Impediments away we fling, 
And Health recovers its elaftic Spring. 



But Fancy on the Couch a Patient laid, 
Faft porting to the Acherontic Shade : 
Quick all his former Strength diffolves away. 
Quick all the Principles of Life decay. 
The cruel Quack Life's low Remainder drills, 
Purges and bleeds, and if you let him, — kills. 
But fliould God kindly put it in your Head, 
To call a true Phyfician to the Bed, 
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An honed Man, accuftom^d to difpenfe 
A fmaller Share of Gallipots than Senfe ; 
The ftubborn Malady his Thoughts explore, 
And Medicine's ample Region o*er and o*er ; 
At Length a Drug of grand Effed, though fmall> 
Spent Health, by his Prcfcription, will recall ; 
The falutary Drop new Life fupplies, 
Withhold the. falutary Drop, he dies. 



A. All this, I grant you, is extremely fine, 
And Senfe and Virtue breathe in ev*ry Line. 
But then a Fellow, with a Tyburn Face, 

Came down, and told me I mufl lofe my Pkce 

Unlefs I vote as God knows who prefcribe 

One's Bread, you know, Iweet Sirs, a pow'rful Bribe. 
Could you, my Soul ethereal, by your Leave, 
Or e'er a Patriot of our State atchieve— 
For your dear Country any glorious Feat, 
Unlefs you did vouchfafe fometimes to eat? 



B. No ; let me innocently have good Cheer 

Till I am ripe for the funereal Bier : 

C 
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I'll make the utmoft of my little Span 

Whilft I enjoy the Privilege of Man ; 

I'll eat and drink, a Freeman, to my Grave, 

But I will rather ftarve than be a Slave. 

I too, myfelf, or have, or had a Poft, - 

Perhaps it is this very Moment loft : 

I faw the Government's, or the Tool's Tool ; 

The Knave thought me his Brother, or a Fool j 

But foon my honeft Heart the Spaniel told 

" That One in Britain wou'd not yet be fold ;" 

I bade him *^ know his Ground, and keep aloof, 

" Slaves were not Vermin for my hallow'd Roof." 

Gods I how the Projed makes my Anger boil — 

/) T% Friends engag'd fhou'd liow recoil 






A. Promife, and then recant, good Teacher, fay. 
Is that the modem Patriotic Way ? 



B. Never on any Do<5irine be fevere, 
Till to its Force you lend a patient Ear. 

If I had prpmis'd D' 1 my Vote, 

Thus I'd addrefs him, as a Briton ought. 
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" That Tvc already, pledg'd my Vote, is true, 

** But now I find I pledged it not to you* 

** Methought I gave it to a Man, whofe Soul 

** Brook'd not, nor .would efppufe unjuft Controul ; 

** Still ftrenuous to fulfill the good Intent 

** For which our Members to the Houfe are fent j 

** Indignant that in this, or any Reign, • 

<« Full many a Hero fliou'd have bled in vain ;' 

** That many fliou'd in vain, for Englamfs Wrong, 

" Have bid the Heart flow dauntlefs from the Tongue. 

<* But now you'd rivet our unworthy Chains, 

" Backed with a Terror which a Man difdains. 

** If thus you dare to injure us before, 

*< Sure when you reprelcnt, you'll injure more : 

<* The courtly Labyrinth I plainly fee ; 

" Ne'er fhall a Tyrant find a Friend in me." 



Is this a Trick, wou'd Mazarine aver ? 
Clarke, from the Gofpel -Tenets, do I err? 



^. Well, — my poor Heart cannot, like yours, expand ; 
One has not noble Feelings at Command. 
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Doubtlefs you're right> • ift. your Cup^rior Way, 
But I fhall ne'er feel Heat from all you'll fay, 

m 

For little Self 0ill at my Bofom knocks, 
Juft as it ftirs a S^-^^-^PiyOt a F-^, 
For Patriotifin prune Fiancy's tow'ring Wings, 
Defpife King's Mcfibigers, look down on Kings ; 
I'll be content to live a home-fpun Fool, 
Obedient kifs the Rod of fov'reign Rule ; 
Nor, to my Grief, on Emptinefs refine, 
While I have folid Gold, Roaft-beef, and Wine, 



^ _ 



B. Why am I.pfeaching to a Lump of Earth ? 
Why, Thou haft been mere Matter from thy Birth, 
*Tis rare, to fmd, in thiefe corrupted Days, 

• • , 

One Throb for Virtue, or for Virtue's Praife. 

But, ftupid Mortal, be not too fecure ; 

Nor think we're always wretched when we're poor. 

Confcience from Right, e'en when a Booby fwervesi 

With Eye fagacious all his Crimes obferves : 

And tho' he rocks her, for a Time, afleep, 

While gilded Knaves for him their Feftals keep ; 
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Yethis good injur'd Angel ttirn*d a Fiend, 

Is not fo loon from her CoiflmifHon wean*d ; 
With tenfold Fury from her Torpor wakes, 

Darts in his Face her Sulphur, and her Snakes^ 

Diftinguifhing for ever to her Prey, 

The Night with Horror, and with Shame the Day. 



Be mine then, all Thou thinkeft but a Dream ; 
Thine be the Haunch's titillating Steam. 
To think beneath myfelf I do not fall. 

Will footh the Voice of Hunger's piercing Call. 

Tremble Thou ever while the Great pafs by. 
And let me view them with a fteady Eye. 



Come, Virtues fair Companion, confcious Thought / 
By the World's Empire not too dearly bought ; 
The Pride of Youth, and the Support of Years, 
That even canft mingle Ecftafy with Tears ; 
Oh I deign to take thy Manfion in my Breaft, 

And as I'm virtuous, ever make .me bleft ? 

Make me flill bold, to Manhood up, from Youth, 
And ev'ry Friend of Liberty and Truth. 

D . 



• • 
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And when returning Seafons bring my Age 
(The Care for ever of the Good and Sage) 
Bufy'd no more in the World's empty Strife, 
When all deferts me, e'en my very Life ; 
Then, confcious Thought^ refufe me not thy Aid, 
But with thy Gleams refrefh my lonely Shade. 



But what for Thee, thou mifcreant vile Remains, 
When ebbing Nature creeps along thy Veins ? 
I fhall poflefs the pure ethereal Joy, 
Which Nought on Earth can heighten or annoy : 
A floating painted Bubble but thy Share, 
That Bubble broken by a Breath of Air ; 
Thy Heart with Joy elate, with Sorrow drown'd, 
As a rich Puppy juft hath fmil'd or frown'd. 
Perhaps the nobleft Triumph of thy Soul 
Will be the Chance of a Sans prendre Vole : 
To flee thyfelf thou wilt be forc'd to crawl, 
And ftcive to hop with Burnett at a Ball j 
Confiftentbut in one infernal Plan, 
To war with Nature, with thyfelf, and Man ; 






# * 
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Splutter, the verieft wrangling Thing alive, 
Swear Black is White, aiid TJjvo and Three not Five ; 
Vexing, breathe out thy latefl Breath, and vext, 
Loath'd by this World, and trembling for the next. 



But difFrent Entertainment will await 
The conilant Tenour of my mortal State ; 
Pleafures, which only tomyfelf I'll owe, 
Pleafures, which Thou and B — e fhall never know : 
To the Worlct^ Glitter be thy Views refign'd ; 
Give me the milder Luflre of the Mind, 



BiRWICK, DiU i,1f 

1744. 
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